THE TRAIN
"Things like that aren't trifles. Don't you know that
the needle can rust without the stylet?"
"I know!" Faina answered with a gush of womanly
sympathy. "But you mustn't let it upset you like this,
dear. Honestly, it's not worth it."
The toothbrushes rose still higher.
"And who else will get upset? It's my duty to be upset
about it!"
"She's crazy," thought Faina. The gush of sympathy
had ebbed, and she felt bored.
"I would be much obliged, Faina Vassilyevna, if you,
for your part, would give Sister Smirnova a reprimand.
If this sort of thing goes on, we shan't be able to trust
her with anything from the dispensary."
"All right, I'll tell her," said Faina, already irritated,
and went out.
"Gone to show herself in her turban," Julia Dmitri-
yevna correctly guessed.
Julia Dmitriyevna remained alone. She looked around
her shining little kingdom with a feeling of pleasure.
Everything there, everything in its place. Here—the
instruments for operations on bones, there—those for
tracheotomy. In the cupboard—sterilized overalls. In
the box—sterilized swabs. Rather cramped; with three
people in the compartment, there was no room to turn
round. But to make up for that, everything was handy.
Julia Dmitriyevna's soul was filled with a sense of
satisfaction.
And what forethought! According to regulations,
operations were not performed in the train, the dis-
pensary was only for dressings. Nevertheless, all the
instruments were there, nothing forgotten, any operation
could^ be performed if necessary, even to trepanning.
Yes, it would be a pleasure to work here! The com-
missar was a good man to have, and the doctors were
very pleasant, especially Suprugov.
JuBa Dmitriyevna was in love with Suprugov.
She was always in love with somebody. When she
found herself in a new place, she always looked about and
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